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LETTERS  OF BOS WELL

nay I could *               on the face of a mountain, were

it possible for me to be conscious of it and to brave
the elements by glorious insensibility. But these are
the sallies of desperation. Philosophy teacheth us to
be moderate, to be patient, to expect a gradual progress
of refinement and felicity; in that hope I look up to
the Lord of the Universe, with a grateful remembrance
of the grand and mysterious propitiation which Chris-
tianity hath announced.

Thus far I got in my letter before breakfast ; it is
now late in the evening when I sit down again, but I
sit down in the same frame in which I parted from
you in the morning. In a word, my dear Temple, be
a good clergyman, and you will be happy both here
and hereafter.

I can well imagine your solitary state at the Rectory
when all your neighbours are gone to town, and in
such a winter too. I hope you read Thomson, and
make the clouds and storms

" Exalt the soul to solemn thought
And heavenly musing."

You may however look forward to the delights of
matrimony. Such an institution becomes a pious
clergyman ; I cannot think of it while my father lives;
his notions and mine are so different, that the wife
whom I would choose would in all probability be very
disagreeable to him. If he does not marry again, there
is a duty upon me to live with him and be careful of
him. His character is such that he must have his
son in a great degree of subjection to him. Were I
to marry, he could not alter his ideas, so I should be

* Here two words become undecipherable in the MS.? and what
it is that Mr. Bos well felt he could do " on the face of 3 mountain "
must unfortunately be left in entire obscurity.
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